102	EAST   AGAIN
is coming to hold a Durbar at Gurgaon, twenty miles from the
capital. The people of the wayside villages have turned out to
see him pass, and the children sit along the low walls of the
gardens and compounds, huddled together like gay tropical
birds on the perch of an aviary.
There has been no Durbar at Gurgaon for twenty years, and
the small provincial town has been thrilled with expectation, for
the Governor of the Province (Sir Geoffrey de Montmorency) is
to bestow honours and " sanads " upon the local Indian authori-
ties and the Zamindars and Raises whose energy and generosity
during the recent period of famine did so much to benefit the
impoverished  district.     To-day  the   famine   is  happily  over.
Ram has fallen and the crops are good.   Gurgaon is a small place
but there is a triumphal arch bidding welcome to his Excellency
and from tree to tree along and across the roads hang many
triangular flags of gaily coloured paper.   But gayer even than the
flags are the boys who line the shady avenues, all scantily dressed
alike in white and wearing bright yellow turbans*   One wonders
whence Gurgaon raised them all.    Staves in hand and pleasantly
mischievous, they are having the time of their lives.   The hard
taskmaster that is India has not yet stamped their features with
the country's mark of sadness, nor has the sun yet tanned their
skins.   Smiling and clean, they form a happy picture of India's
youth.
In a public garden the Shamiana for the Durbar is pitched—
a large enclosure of canvas, its roof supported on decorated poles*
Within, the walls are hung with Indian embroideries. The
construction is sufficiently large to hold several hundred seated
people. At the far end, on a dais, stands a carved chair, under a
square canopy of red and gold. On both sides of the central way
the Durbaris and the other Indian guests are already seated.
Within and without, around and above, hang flags—the flags
of Britain, of the Dominions, and of the Allies—relics of the
War—and hundreds of the little paper triangles of every colour
that crackle whenever a breath of wind stirs them, Suspended
from the roof are decorative objects in cut and folded coloured
paper representing lamps and vases of flowers while tinsel
rosettes and imitation roses arranged on paper shields are fixed
against the columns that support the canvas roof* The floor
is carpeted with Indian rugs.
In the shade of the awnings sit the Gurgaon notables, grave
and silent.   On one side are the old soldiers^ a splendid body of

